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Bonny DUNDEE: 
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Jeckeys DELIVERANCE. 
Benig his Viliant Eſcape from DV ND E E, and the Parſon's Daughter, whom he had 
mov'd. ; To an Excellent Tune, call'd, Bonn) Dundee. 
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| Here gotteſt thou the Have-mtill Bonnca 
W Blind Booby canſt thou not ſee," 


Iſe got it out of the Scotchman's Wollet, 


As he lig louſing him under a Tree. 
Come fill up my Cub, come fill up my Can. 


Come Saddle my Horſe, and call up my Man, 


Come open the Gates, and let me go free, 
For Je gang no more to bonn) Dundee, 


For I have neither robbed nor ſtole, 
Or have I done any Injury, 
Bur I have gotten a fair Maid with Child, 
The Parſon's Daughter of bonny Dundee. 
Come fill up Cup, come fill up my Can, | 
Come Saddle mp Horſe, ard Call up my Man. 
Come open the Ga es, and let me go free, 
For Jſe gang no more ts bonny Dundee. 


Aliho' Ile gotten her Maiden-head, 
geud Faith Iſe given mine in lieu, 


For when at her Daddy's Iſe gang to Bed, 


Iſe mow'd her without any more to do; 
Iſe cuddie her cloſe, and gave her a Kiſs, 


Pray tell me now where is the Haim ot this, 


Then epen the Gates, and let me go free, 
For Iſe gang no more to bonn) Dundee. 


All Scotland never afforded a Laſs, 

ſo bonny blith as Jenn) my Dear, 
Iſe gave her a Gown ſo green on the Graſs, 

but now Iſe no longer muſt tarry here; 
Than ſæddle my Nag that is bonuy and gay, 

For now it is timeto gong hence away, 
han open the Gates and let me ho free, 
She's ken me no more in bouny Dundee. 


In Liberty ſtill I reckonto range, 
For why I have done no honeſt Man wrong, 
The Parſon way take his Daughter again, 
For ſhe'll be a Mammy before it is long, 


And have a young Lod or a Laſs of my breed, 


Ile think I have done a generous Deed: 


Ihen open the Gates, and let me go free, 
For Ile gang no more to bouny Dundee, 


Sine e Jenny the fair was willing and kind, 
And came to my Arms witch ready good 
| | (Vin, 
A Token of Love Ile leave her behind, 
That I have required her Kindneſs ſtill, 
Tho' Jeuny the tair I have often mow d, 
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Another may reap the Harviſt I ſo wd, 


Then open the Gates and let me go free, 
She's ken me no more in bonm Dundee. 


Her Daddy would have me to make 22 
ride, 
But Have and to Hold ne*cr could indute, 
From bonny Dundee this Day I will ride, 
It beirg a Place not ſafe and ſecute, 
Then Jeuny farewell, my Joy and my Dear, 
With Sword in my hand the Paſlage Iſe clear, 
Then cpcn t he Gates and let me go free, 
For Je gang no more to bonn) Dundee, 


My Father ke he is a muckel good Laird, 
My Mother a Lady bonny and gay, 

Then while I hav Strenght to handle a ſword;. 
the Parſon's Requeſt Iſe never obey, 

Then Sawny my Man be thou of my Mind, 

in bonny Dundee weſe ne er be confin'd, 

' The Gates we'll force to ſet our ſelves free, 
And never come more to bonuy Dundee. 


Then Sawny reply'd Iſe never refuſe, 
to fight for Land ſo valiant and bold, 


While J have a Drop of Blocd for to loſe, 


eber any ficke! Loon fhall keep us in hold, 


 Tl.is Sweardin my Hand I, Il valiantly weild: 


To fight on your fide, to kill or be kill'd, 


To force opon the Gates and ſet our ſelves free, 
And ſo bid Adieu to bouny Dundee. | 


With Sweards ready drawn they rid to the 
(Gate 
where being deni'd a free Paſſage through, 
The Maſter and Man rhey Fought at that, 
(rate, 
that ſome ran away, and others they flew, 
Thus Jockey the Laird, and Saway the Man, 
They valiantly fougit, as Highlanders can, 
In ſpits of the Loons they ſet themſelves free, 
And ſo bid Adieu to bonay Dundee. 


